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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Jtdid me yeomans fervice ; wit thou know 
Th’effe# of what I wrote ? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham- \n earned conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfnll tributary, 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifh, 

As peace fhould dill her wheaten garland wearc. 

And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lelTe 
He fhould thole bearers put to ludden death, 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feai’d ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in my purle. 

Which was the modell of tbit Dan ijb kile, 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changling never known ; now the next day 
Wasourfea-fight,and what tothiswasfequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So CjuyldenHern and Rofencratu go to’it. 

HalTbzy are not neare my confidence, their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between the palfe and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why what a King is this ! 

Ham. Doesit not, think you, Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’elediion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch coinage , is’t not perfect conference ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lord fii i p is right welcome backe to 'Denmark*. 

Ham . I humbly thanke you fir. 

Boeft know thi s W ater-flye f 

Hora. 


Prince of Denmark^ 

Hora . No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious , for ’tis a vice to know 
{,j m ; he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his crib (hall Hand at the Kings meffe ; ’tis a chough , but as I 
fay, fpacious in the poffelfion of dirt. 

3 Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhip were at leifure I fhould im- 
part a thing to you from his Majefty. 

Ham. I will receive it fir with all diligence of Ipirit ; your bon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

four. I thank your Lordlhip, ’tis very hot. 

Ham. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very loultry and hot,fbr my com- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry , as ’twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, his Majefty bad me fignifte unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head,. fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord, for my eafein good faith. Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences , of very loft fociety , and 
great fhewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
orKalendar of Gentry, for you fhall finde in him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
knowto dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetick of 
memory, and yet but raw neither in relpebf ofhis quicke faile ; 
hot in the verity of extolment,I take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and hisinfufion offuch dearth and rarcnefle,as to make true 
diftion of him, his femblable is his mirrour , and who elfe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
Wir more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir. 

Hora. is’t not poiTible to underftand in another tongue, vou 
Willdoe’t fir really. & 7 

‘ H***. W hat imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 
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